an almost infallible instinct in this regard. I wonder if this instinct

is as strong in the police.

*

I think I am being followed by an old gent with a trimmed
beard and the Legion of Honour ribbon in his buttonhole. Is it
the Gestapo putting out its feelers? I am having one of our people

follow the old fellow.

*

The Bison had a stupid accident. He was going along very fast
on a motorcycle stolen from the Germans and skidded. Coma.
Hospital. He had on him two revolvers and his big clasp knife.

His arms were deposited at the Record Office. The French and
German police were notified. They carried the still unconscious
Bison to an operating table. A cracked skull, a broken jaw. He was
treated. The police arrived and seeing him still unconscious put
off the questioning and the .search of his person till the next day.
The Bison came to at dawn. His head was completely wrapped
in bandages. He was suffering terribly. There were no warders
about. He got up and left the hospital through a window. He
went reeling through the town and came to a street-car which was
on its way to a suburb where he has friends. The Bison climbed
into the street-car. **I saw four doors,** he said later, "Luckily I

found the right one."

*

There are two people following me now. The old gent with the
ribbon in his buttonhole and the other who pretends to be selling
tickets for the National Lottery. It is time for me to disappear.
Evidently I have been travelling too much.

It is very disagreeable. The woman at whose house I am hiding
is afraid. A priest who is working with us asked her to shelter me.
She has done it from a sense of duty and because the priest has
been her spiritual guide for years. But I feel that she is in a con-
stant state of anguish. If the bell rings or there is a knock at the
door her breathing stops, and yet it is impossible for me to remain
without liaisons.